THE   QUESTING   BEAST
and we lived a gay life. There were only two officers of
the Brigade of Guards at Dunstable during my time, a
Coldstreamer and myself, and although there was a certain
amount of the usual antagonism towards us it did not last
long, and we were a most happy course.
We finished in May and I passed out with a first-class
certificate, but had I worked I might have secured honours.
As it turned out, it made not the slightest difference to me,
for after Dunstable I did no more signalling for the rest
of my Army career, although in France I was the only
qualified signal officer in the battalion. It used to make
me miserable to see our incompetent old signal sergeant
in battle after battle taking no care to ensure communica-
tion and getting runner after runner killed. I once asked
that I might be allowed to organize the signals properly,
but was merely politely told to mind my own business.
When the Dunstable course was over I went on M leave
prior to embarkation" and set off for the Kiplings' at
Burwash. Here I spent a happy time waiting for the
telegrams that would send me to France. I must say here
that I had imagined what the war would be like, but the
only things I could not quite realize were dead 'men and
blood. Therefore, from as far back as 1915 I had spent
whatever time ! could with butchers, watching animals
being slaughtered until I became used to it. I also went
twice to see the corpses of men who had been drowned,
and in 1915 I had been allowed to help put a suicide-by-
drowning case into his coffin. I was very much interested,
and soon realized there was nothing very extraordinary
about dead bodies, although undertakers do their best to
make corpses look ridiculous with the frilled shirt front
and white tie with which they cover them up.
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